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Famous

American Ideas

T it is absolutely impos-
RN St by
fashioned hammock.

That a grand opera prima
donna is always in a bad state.of

temper.

That no man in the 1d likes
to lead s ten-ounce through
the park. i

That & preacher always takes
a drink of water when he forgets
his lines.

That somebody has to sit in &
blueberry pie to make s happy
plenie.

That members of «fi athletic
club spend a lot of time exercis-
ing daily.

That it is very unlucky to
count the carriages in a funeral
procession.

That a gown iz worth more if
it has a Paris label sewed on it
somewhere.

That a lazy man always works
very fast and prodigiously when
started.

That all French restaurants in
the eity of New York are owned
by Fremchmen.
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understand them.

That the bass viol player in
very orchestra has a hard job
itaying awake.

That it is always best to In-
spect huckleberry pie closely in
a restaurant.

That all cafe meat scraps come
back next day in the form of
hash. )

That landlords have dropped
their czaristic tendencies, fearing
the law.

His Sacrifice.
NEW YORKER, after many
years as a happy bachelor,
found himself at last hooked and
booked for matrimony. Early
on his wedding day a friend met
him earrying a wreath tled up

with mourning ribbons.

"“Good heavens, man,” said the
friend,” I thought this was your
wedding day!"”

“Bo it 1s,” was the glum reply.

“Then what on earth are you
doing with that?” *

“Oh, it's all right,” explained
the bridegroom-elect. ‘T'm just
going to lay it on the Statue of
Liberty™
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Quincy Todd on Censorship

BEE by the papers,” says
Elias Q. Higginbotham,
“that the censors are
busy censoring the bathing suits
this year and itdooks very tough,
indeed, for the beach flappers.”

“Certainly they are censoring
the bathing suits,” says Quincy
Todd. “How would the censors
hold their jobs if they never cen-
sored anything? Did you ever
stop to let that sock into your
reinforced concrete dome? A
censor with nothing to censor is
as bad as a bartender who has
been Volsteaded. What would
the reformers do with nothing to
reform? The chances are they
would have to go to work.”

“But I don’t understand why
they want to censor the bathing
suity,” says Elias Q. Higgin-
botham. “

“Did you ever have a chance
to take a good look at a bevy of
censors 1" asks Quinecy.

“l have never had that pleas-
ure,” says Ellas Q. Higgin-
botham.'  _

“f you ever had” says
Quiney, “you would understand
the ‘whole situation. You don’t
see any frisky and beautiful
young thing who thinks she
would look good in a bathing
suit acting as censor of bathing
guita, do you?! Do you see any
pipe smokers censoring tobacco?
Do you see any movie fans cen-

the movies?”

“Well, it strikes me they might
be more than half right about
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Choose Your News

tell us Congress has adjourned. The members have gone

homae.

To bulld election fences and 'mid doubtful districts roam.

They need a rest, as statesmen do

And they are giving us one, too. )
The “noiseless Fourth” has come and gone and it was safe and sane.
It was not like the clden days of dynamite and pain.

The citizen was meek and mild

As mamma’s little angel child.
The immigration quota for the Greeks is filled this year.
The only nationality to reach the limit here.

The restaurants and shoe-shine stands

. Need never advertise for hands.

The people, in the primaries, are speaking out with vim.
When any statesman doem’t pleass, they tie a can to him.

A Senator, though once a cxar,

Is lucky if he rates at par.
King George goes to the races with his pants creased at the side.
He's trying to create a style In dress, but woe betide!

None but a king, we'll tell you flat,

Could wear his trousers creased like that.
A barber In the west got up a no-tip barber shop.
He finds his barbers stay about a week and then they flop.

There's no joy in an egg shampoe

Without a quarter when it's through.
The MHotel Claridge will be changed into a business place,
Another victim Prohibition has slapoed in the face.

Broadway has changed a lot, we vow,

You wouldn't kmow the old place mow.
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them bathing suits,” says Elias
Q. Higginbotham. *“I think they
might be a little more goods in
lm.”

“That’s a matter of tasts,”
says Quincy. ““Personally, I have
no squawk whatever about these
bathing suits so long as no wife
or sigter of mine gets into one
of them. But, even if you don't
like them, what is the use of
censoring them?

“I believe they begin censor-
ing these bathing suits back in
1876, the year the Centennial
was held in Philadelphia. In
them days a bathing suit is about

“ as immodest as a Salvation Army

uniform. You cannot tell at that
time whether a ,lady moves
around on legs or on castors, but
somebody gets the idea that these
sults are a bit too scant and they
are ocensored. There doesn't

happen to be anything else to -

censor at that time. The result
is that the next year the bathing
suits are about one inch shorter
than before they are consored.
They have been censored every
year since, and you can see for
yourse]lf what they have come to.
Last year they are censored quite
violent by all the censors from
Savannah, Georgia, to Labrador,
and the result is that the skirts,
if any, are six inches shorter than
last year and in most cases they
are left out eptirely. This year
the bathing suits have been cen-
sored about to the extreme mini-
mum.

“If thess suits are ecensored
about once more, the bathing
beaches will be for ladies only,
and the only men allowed will be
the censors.

“If they are, censored about
once more, the ladles will have to
stay In the water, and that will
spoil the bathing season entirely.

“There is always some little
hesitancy in the Spring among
the fair sect, as they don’t know
just how to have their bathing
suits made. The§ have to wait
for ‘the returns from Atlantic
City. They don't know whether
to add more material or take off
more. Then the word comes
from Atlantic City that bathing
suits will be very carefully regu-q
lated. Then the wimmen all
yell: “Come on, girls, we have
been censored. Make the suits
scantier than last year.’"”

“But I don't see why a censor-
ship always backfires like that,”
says Elias Q. Higginbotham.

“The answer is because almost
every American citizen, ineluding
the women as well as the men,
has an idea in the back of his
head that this is a free country.

this was an ides that they had
pounded into them in school and
it is a hard one to live down.
The only American citizens who
do not believe this a free coun-
try are the censors and reform-
ers. If they ever admitted this
is a free country their occupa-
tion would be gone.

“If the average woman could
plan her bathing suit to please
herself it i{s more than probable
that she would get up a nifty
looking thing that would not
shock anybody, because she is
not naturally immodest. But as
soon as some dismal looking Pur-
itan brother comes along and
tells her she has got to do so-and-
so, she will go as far as running
down to the beach in a fig leaf
just to prove to him that he has
nothing to say about it. The
censors don't know how to
handle women.

“There s a little bit of the
spirit of freedom lurking yet in
the average head. When the
sour-doughs try to take this
away, people immediately get too
free. It is very dangerous to
stir up the animals. It is a good
plan to let. freedom enough alone.
The man who tries to take it
away entirely defeats his own
purpose by about 876 per cent.”

“As I said before,” says Elias
Q. Higginbotham, “I figger that
the' girls might use a little more
goods in these here bathing suits,
but, at that, they do not shock
me so very much. In fact, I do
not pay much attention to them.”

“And neithér does any other
level-headed reglar feller,” says
Quiney. “It must be a queer
sort of a guy who gets shocked
at any such thing. I have not
seen any reglar guy turn around
to look at any short skirt in a
good many years.”

“No,” says Elias Q. Higgin-
botham, “they do not look at the
skirt.”

“At any rate,” says Quincy,
“any bird who gets all fussed up
about the way the women dress
has got something the matter
with his head. If nobody what-
ever paid any attention to them,
women's dress would get back

By Roy K. Moulton

to normal In six weeks of its own
accord.

“To suit some people the
proper bathing suit for a young
lady would consist of the follow-
ing: A rubber diving suit, sun-
bonnet, set of furs, red-flannel
underwear, woolen stockings,
bathrobe reaching to the ground,
felt boots shat reach to the hip
and on top of all this a portable
vapor bath cabinet.”

“You say,” says Elias Q. Hig-
ginbotham, “that these here cen-
sors do not handle the women
right. Now, I have been around
for quite a spell of years.and I
have not yet happened to bump
against any bird of the male sex
who could handle the feminine
worth a darn, ‘I heard a lot of
wise-crackers downtown say they
can do this trick, but I fail to see
them make any such erack
around home. 1 have seen many
& brave guy down in the drug
store who eats fire and bites nails
in two and can bend a horseshoe
straight with his bare hands, but
around home he is a regular
house pet. I suppose now, with
your vast experience and your
store of information on all sub-
jects, coupled with your natural
grace and diplomacy, you have
discovered a way to handle wo-
men. If you have, it is your
duty to your sex to spill same
and give others the information
which they have been needing
for several thousand years. I
don't suppose there is another
man iIn the world who knows this
secret but yourself.”

“You are wrong,” says
Quiney. “There are plenty of
them that know it, and those that
don't know it are most generally
dumbbells. But the great secret
about the thing is not so much
knowing how to do it as keeping
your mouth shut about it. I
never yet knew a great guy that
kept his pan open all the time.
The man who knows how to
handle women never brags
about it, because as soon as he
begins letting on a lot about it,
his power vanishes. -

“If you ever tell your wife
that you can handle women, she

Of course, they are mistaken, but

PSome People Believe That—

eats baked beans every Sunday momingl

VERY person in Boston
without fail.

alike.

A an and wife who live together long enough grow to look

Every successful actress is successful because she has a pull

with the manager.

Every man has a chapter in his life which he doesn’t want made

publie.

A man who wears a ready-tied hecktie with a rubber loop is

necessarily a hick.
?mtht. 1922, by Star Ce.
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is one woman that you will never
handle again.

“The best thing to do with
your wife or your sweetheart or
any other woman which you wish
to manage or direct or personal-
ly conduet, is to make her think
you are a natural-borm idiot on
the subject of women. Let her
think she is a mystery you can-
not solve. They eat that stuff
up. When they think that your
opinion on matters concerning
wimmen is all wrong, you have
got the problem solved. The re-
formers could make a lot of hay if
they were only jake to this trick.”

“Sure,” says Elias Q. Higgin-
botham, “and it is just about as
clear to me as a glass of home-
brew."”

“Well, f'rinstance,” says
Quiney. “You didn't know how
to handle your wife even when
you went to pick out your own
straw hat, did you? And you
did not get the hat you wanted,
did you?”

“I did not,” said Ellas Q. Hig-
ginbotham. “I got the hat she
wanted me to get. I pointed out
the one I wantéd, but it didn’t do
any good. She told me I looked
like a puddle-jumper in it.”

“That's where you made your
mistake. Why did you pull a
bone like pointing out the one
you wanted 1"

“What else should a sane man
ought to do?”

*Point out the one she wanted
you to have and say you want
that one.”

“Then I would land right where
I did, with the hat I didn’t want.”

““Not on your life. She will
make you take the other one for
two reasons, one being that she
figgers you have got rotten taste,
anyliow, and the other being that
she wants to have her own way
about it and does not intend to
be handled by you.”

“It sounds foolish, but it may
be correct. However,” says Elias
Q. Higginbotham, “it does not
explain how you would handle
the bathing suit question if you
was a censor. How would you
go to work to make the women
put on more clothes for bathing
purposes?”’

“Simple enough,” says Quincy
Todd. “I would tell them they
had too much on and to wear
less. The next day there would
be sixteen inches added to every
skirt and they would all be wear-
ing fur coats for hoods. They
would figger that they were put-
ting one over on the censor.”

“That ain’t logical,” says Elias
Q. Higginbotham.

“Of course it ain't,”
Quiney, “but, it's women.”

says

|Slogans and

How

BODY knows how slogans
- won the war, but every-

body knows they won it
So there is no atgument on that
point, -

We are talking of an actuality,
& concrete fact, not of an ex-
periment or a theory unsweet-
ened by the purifying acid of
achievement.

The slogan to-dsy is the big
ﬂduglnwbndun,' any poli-
tical or scientific adventure or
any activity which must enlist the
attention of our boobilious and
strap-hanging population, for it
is the man who hangs to a strap
'M'lnul.llﬂ"llmm
our great artistic or commercial
enterprises to success; success, of
course, ‘in every event,/ meaning
the boodle.

Nowadays, when it is decided
to start a cleaning powder fac-
tory, a mopless dust plant or a
bedbug exterminator laboratory,
the first thing to do is to select a
slogan. That is the hardest part
of the trick.

It is customary to look over
the list of slogans already in use
and see if one of these cannot be
imitated closely enough to dodge
the copyright law and still snitch
some of the trade. If this is not
possible it is necessary to invent
a new slogan—something snappy,
a projectile with sufficient dash
and verve to penetrate the solid-
est reinforced concrete dome in
the country and explode therein,
thus awakening the patient to his
need of,Dr. Dingwhizzle’s Kidney
Pellets or the Patent Non-Refill-
able Mouse-Trap.

Walking a mile for a cigarette

is nothing when compared to the _

distance some people will walk
for other slogans.

Even, and we hesitate to say it,
they are using slogans in reli-
gion. Perhaps you couldn’t call
it real religion. It is the syn-
thetic religion, the bootleg kind,
that is shouted by evangelists in
mildewed slang.

Reprehensible and futile
though it is, fence-board advertis-
ing seems to be coming back.
The religionists are using it
rather extensively for the presen-
tation of cheer-up slogans.

On a tree near a very danger-
ous curve on a popular Long
Island automobile road recently
one of the slip-horn and holy-
jazz brothers posted this sign:

“PREPARE TO MEET THY
GOD.”

The nex day, perhaps quite by
chance, the highway commissioner
came along and posted another
sign, reading:

“DETOUR.”

The automobile driver is thus
given a choice of slogans.

“HOW WILL YOU PREPARE
YOUR SOUL?" screeches one
of these fence-board slogans. On
the board underneath is neatly
printed ;

“TAKE THE NIGHT BOAT
TO ALBANY.”

All of which is, of course, ex-
tremely inconsequential and in
fact rather pitiful hot-weather
pifie, but it shows the trend of
the times and how the slogans
have so filled our waking mo-
ments that they are quarreling
with one another for precedence.

We have thus far taken the

slogan situation philosophically.”

Slogans will never hurt you as
long as you don't take them ser-
fously. Like hooch, they are
harmful only when swallowed.

But we are forced to take them
seriously now for the reason that
they are butting into national
politics.

There was a terrific battle
fought in this country in 1916
between One-Track Wilson, of
Princeton, and Chuck Hughes, of
New York. A slogan won this
battle for the Pride of Princeton.
He had a slogan and his oppo-
nent had not. It was truly a
wonderful slogan, insidious and
everything—sugar-coated, sooth-
ing and satisfying.

Perhaps there lingers in one of
your non-active brain cells a faint
impression of this slogan. It was
mild, but it satisfied. It ran
something like this and played
wonderfully well on any grand
piano, phonograph or backwoods

parlor organ:

“He kept us out of war.”

Ah, there was a slogan. It
didn't/say: ‘“He will keep us out
of war.” No, it was far too

clever for that. It was the quin-

tessence of truth in advertising.

It was a bitter bout. The New
York boy fought every inch of
the ground and won all the pive-

(By R. K. M.)
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Are Slogei

tal wallops excépt California’s.
It was then that the added weight
of & good slogan behind his opye-
nent's punch laid him low, Now,
if Charlie had been blessed with
& good, peppy, soul-satisfying
slogan such as “Whiskers wip
Win the War,” he would be in
the White House to-day instead
of being an inmate of the moss-
covered barracks across the
street, chatting with colored dip-
lomats and- glowering at Laddie
Boy. !

Which, as_our dear friend
brings us down to the nut of the
thing. We are now treading the
tortuous paths of present-day
politics which are ambiguous in

* their manifestations, bewildering

in their Pecksniffian pleasantries,
and pollywoppian in their pyro-
technic piffle.

A new and tremendous foree
has lately been injected into the
political situation, to describe
which, we must detour slightly
into the realm of social customs
and neighborhood economics.

In the old days, when we we
more or less primitive in th
country and there was not
phonograph in every home and
movie house on every corner
spread the soothing balm of cu
ture over a sweating populace, i
was the custom, when the neigh
borhood lost its taste for any p
ticular neighbor, to ride said
neighbor to the city limits on
rail or send him an urgent no
calculated to persuade him to fu
nish his own means of transpo
tation before the posse got to h
home.

In those days walking was
truly a pleasure, and, in some in-
stances, the party alluded to
doubled this pleasure by running,

In these. days, of course, we
are more cultivated or more
highly fertilized, or something,
and we have abandoned this
erude style of elimination.

When we neighbors grow
weary of the sanctimonious so
phistries of some neighbor who is
a mental puddle-jumper and a
perennial pest we adopt the nai-
vete of the European countries.
We indulge in delicious diplo-
macy. We dp nothing rough like
resorting to the hencoop and the
tar barrel. We simply get to-
gether and perhaps send this
party to the United States Sen
ate, where he can do no possibl
harm, where he can bore nobod
but his fellow members and
where, in all likelihood, he wi
‘never be heard of again.

Of course, more troublesom
and wearying cases demand
stronger treatment, as at pre
ent.

The neighbors of Uncle Hen
Ford, out in Dearborn, Mich., go
together and started the Ford
boom for President. They we
really in earnest about it, and sg
far as we know, nobody cracked
a smile when the resolutions we
passed. They are a grim, deter
mined people, who will land poor
old Henry in Washington for foun
years if it is humanly possible
with hopes of eight.

The first step toward a su
cessful fruition of this devilishly
clever scheme, of course, was th
selection of a slogan. It had
be something snappy, of course
yet not frivolous. It must refle
the character and attainmen
and public service record of th
man himself. So, after much de
liberation, what we consider th
greatest slogan ever adopted fo
a campaign for any man, living
or dead, male or female, was sug+
gested. It was:

“Honk for Hank.”

Do you get the soothing sound
of that slogan? Why, it has
. It 1a highly sophis-
ticated, is brimful of psychologi-
cal significance, and yet it does
not go over the heads of the
multitude. It is even simple
enough to appeal to the under-
standing of the average Ford
owner.

Not only* wlll it encourage
those who are driving this cam-
paign, but it will spread terror to
the hearts of those who get in the
way, either through premedita-
tion or by accident.

With this slogan, “Honk for
Hank,” we believe the ultimate
in slogans has been reached. A
growing science has reached its
pinnacle, or, perhaps, we should
say, peanutacle. It is short, easy
to remember—and it is under
stood perfectly by one and all.
® Perhaps that is the best part of
it—that it is understood by one
and all




